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ACT I. 

SCENE I.~^ HnU. 
Old SsAiPS*discavered sealing a letter* 

Snaps. Silence ! Silence ! Mistress Silence ! — 
(She enters and curtsies.) Are the young ladies 
both up stairs ? (She nods.) There have been 
no strange men in the house ? (Slie shakes her 
head.) Is old Dozey below ? (She nods.) Send 
him to me. (She curtsies and goes off.) There ! 
there goes a wonder ! — a woman who doesn't 
talk. I bargained with her never to speak but 
when I bid her — my two wards make so much 
noise that, if she were to join, one might as well 
live at a coppersmith's. — Of all my servants, 
Mrs. Silence is the only good one who doesn't 
answer. (Doxby enters.) Dozey, do you know 
the Rodney's head ?, 
, Doz. Forty years ago I remember — 

Sna. I don't ask what you remember'd forty 
years ago— do you know it now ? 

Doz. Hardly, — his face and wig were brown, 
as a sailor's should be — but your land painters 
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2 PAST TEN o'clock, 

have clapp'd a white perriwig on a face so red, 
that he looks like the setting sun^ through the 
smoke of an evening salute. 

iSiia. Take tiiiis letter there — enquire for Sir 
Peter Punctual, and give it into nobody's hands 
but his own. 

Doz. Before I finish my job? 

Sm. What job? 

Doz. Teaching your worship's ward, Miss 
Nancy, to box the compass ; she has. a knack at 
navigation, and knows how to cross the line. 

iSStta. How dare you make so free with my 
ward ? — what do I hire you for ? 

Doz. Five pounds a year and the run of the 
kitchen — for which the poor old man is an errand 
boy all day, and a watchman all night. 

Srui. Well, and if every maa w^ can afford 
it, wou'd take one old warrior and help to eke 
out his penston> it would do the sons c^ Peace 
a dev'Iish deal of credit. 

Doz. It woti'd — but Tou keep two ! 

Snm. And harkye, Dozey; Fve had your 
w^tehbox pat close to the comer of the house. 

JDoz. Worse luck for me. 

8m. Why? 

Ihz. Because I never can sleep with my head 
to leeward. 

Shm. What! sleep on your post? 

Doz. Not till I've cried all my hours, and if 
the church clock's too fast, who can help it ? 

Sna. And then you are apt to drink a little. 

Doz. My worst enemy can't say 1 drink a 
little — ^your worship enables me to eat, and 
Where's the harm if I sometimes wash down your 
bounty with the good wishes of an old man's 
gratitude. 

Ska. Well, well, gire that letter to nobody 
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but Sir Peter, and make haste back. (Goes up 
to table.J 

JDoz. Poor ©ozey ! — ^Master calls me an old 
Warrior! and yet the best of these landsmen are 
so ignorant that they wonder a tar, who has 
been at sea for forty years, should eat, drink, and 
sleep. [Exit. 

Sna, And iiow to prevent the admission of 
any coxcomb before Sir Peter's arrival — Squib ! 
Sam Squib f — 

Squib. (wUhowt — singing). ^ Poiase the nms- 
ket, point the lance.'* Coming, your honouf. 

Sua* Here'^s another sample of '^ laid up in 
ordinary." Squib! 

Enter SairtB. 

!^u. Your honour! 

Sna. Don't say your honour any more. 

Squ. I won^t, your honour. 

Sna. What have you been about, Sam ? 

Squ. Teaching Miss Lucy the broadsword 
exercise. 

Sna. So, I shall have one half my house turn'd 
into a camp, and the other into a quarter-deck ; 
now do leave off your military manners, turn your 
sword into a ploughshare, and try to be a civil 
citizen. 

Squ. I know nothing of ploughs or citizens^ 
your honour; but as to being civil, that's what 
1 am, and always was — ^the whole regiment 
call'd me civil Sam — ^I'd have knock'd dovm 
any man as said I was'nt — and so would my deal? 
old dead and gone master. Captain Wildfire. 

Sna. Rot your old master ! — I can never speak 
a word but up comes your dear old dead and 
gone master. 

B2 
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Squ. And where wou'd you see a better ?— - 
the day of battle with him was a glorious day; he 
was then a salamander^ surrounded by fire, and 
cool in the middle of it. — " Corporal" he used to 
say ^'always take aim with desperate delibera- 
tion J you'll be sure to hit," and 1 only wish your 
honour was an enemy to shew you how we did 
it. 

Sna. Thankye. 

Squ. Aye, death opened the trenchefls of ah 
old wound, undermined the Captain's works, 
and carried the citadel by sap. 

Sna. He left you to me as a legacy — ^but 
there's a tax upon legacies. 

Squ. And if I'm not worth my duty, turn 
me to the right about, — I can walk as far as 
Chelsea, and after having in my country's cause, 
so many years stood up, I shall think it d — d 
hard if they don't ask me to sit down — but, 
was'nt the Captain a credit to his cloth? 

Sna. He was — ^but he had one fault. 

Squ. Not he. 

Sna. Yes, he had, he was too hasty in his 
onger and in his good«nature. 

Squ. Not a bit. He was every body's pa- 
tron, every body's friend. 

Sna. True, he lent his name to nostrums in 
the newspapers, married a hussey who had al- 
ready deceived him, and used to buy all his wine 
of particular acquaintances ; so that nobody left 
his table without a head-ache, his wife ran away, 
and he was killed by a quack medicine he had 
publicly attested as a cure for every thing. 

Squ. So it was. ■ 
- Sna. And so he found it — ^Aye, aye, in your 
eyes, nothing he did was wrong. 

Squ. Oh, yes, one thing was very wrong — 
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there was his poor son ! — a fine lad, bid fair to 
grow up like his father ; and if his mother did 
desert her colours, it wasn't right to drum the 
young one out for it — to be sure, he was saucy 
to the Captain, who never forgave disobedience, 
but then it was in his mother* § cause — and even 
if a mother shou'd quarrel with one's father, and 
be in the wrong — ^yet, she is one's mother, you 
know. 

jSrwr. But Young Wildfire did many shocking 
things, it is said that he killed one of the men. 

jS^. Oh, no, he did but throw a nine pounder 
at a grenadier's head, for speaking ill of the 
Captain — perhaps it migtt have made a breach 
in the palisades of the fellow's lower jaw, and 
left but one tooth standing, like a solitary cen- 
tinel upon an outpost ; — ^if it had killed him, it 
wou'd only have saved him from an untimely 
end, for he was hanged soon after. 

Sna. Well, you know Old Dozey, our Watch- 
man ? 

Squ. Yes, your honour, the groggy Old 
Pensioner takes post at our door and cries* every 
hour in his sleep. 

Sna. I've sent him with a letter to meet an 
Old Friend, coming to marry one of my wards, 
and the other I intend for my son Solomon — ^but 
the baggages last summer have got acquainted 
with two other lovers — ^Nancy ia smitten with a 
disinherited son of some country baronet, and 
Lucy's in love with a soldier, forsooth ! 

Squ. A sensible girl. 

Sna. Now you and Dozey, must clob your 
vigilance and guard my door from these two 
young men. You won't be ashamed of your 
associate because be is a watchman ? 
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Sq^* Ashamed ! not I^ indeed ! It's owing ta 
ftuch watchmen that some folks lie snug in their 
beds — and with submission, I do think it hard^ 
very hard, that poor Old Dozey, who spent the 
days of his youth in the hardships of war, should 
pass the nights of bis age in time of peace, under 
It sky-coloured counterpane and the cold comforts 
of a cloudy morning. [Exit Squibf 

Sna. Dozey and Sam, are my allied 
auxiliaries, and when they have helped me to 
beat the enemy, I shan't wait for a congress to 
partition out the proportions of their remune-* 
ration* [Lucy sings without. 

Sob ! — ^bere comes one of my torments. 

, ' Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Did you send for me, Guardee ? 

Sna. Have you seen your hopeful cousin to 
day ? 

Lucy. Just left her, sir. 

Sna. Where? 

Lucy. In the West Indies. 

Ska. In the West Indies ? 
^Lucy. Yes, she's been a voyage with Old 
Dozey, and is now getting ready for her master 
in geography, she wa^ two hours in the crater of 
Mount JKtna, , from whence she set oiF, as fast 
fis her compasses could carry her to another quar^ 
ter of the globe, and I left her at Tortuga, two 
leagues and a half from the north-west end of 
tbe Island of Saint Pomin^o. 

Sna. She's far gone, indeed; pray. Miss, 
are you out of your senses as well as she ? 

Lucy. My dear Sir, you have so often re* 
preached us with our sex's inanity, ignorance, 
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and frivolity; that we have been laying our 
heads together bow to improve, and it oeing 
your pleasure to lock ud iip, we are obliged^ 
fyr waot of pra(Jtice, to reswt to theory ; thus, 
when oay cousin has crossed the liue, visited 
the Vistula, touched at the Torrid Zone, aud 
ascertained her own antipodes, she will be qua* 
Ufied to write a book of travels ; while /♦ after 
having studied the natures of alkali, carbonic 
acids, galvanism, and gas lights, till I'm more 
m the dark than ever, am determined, with the 
assistance of your corporal, to learn the broad 
sword exercise, ajid make a bivouac of my bed- 
room till military manners shall unfeminize m% 
as much as can be wish'd, and teach me to soar 
above my sex, to your entire and perfect satis- 
faction. 

Ska. What devil's mischief are they brewing 
now ? 

Jjua/. Is that all you had to say to me sir ? 

Sna. No, call your cousin — I beg pardon — 
order her to set sail from Tortuga, near the 
Island of Saint Domingo, take a trip, under 
light breezes, down the straits of the grand stair- 
case, and bring her erudition to an anchor in sigh^ 
of her guardian* 

Luctf. (speaking a^-miliiaire,) I shall en- 
deavour to execute the service I have the honour 
to be employed in, with celerity, and decision; 
(going) but your commands are anticipated, for 
i can hear my cousin's foot in advance upon the 
pai^-de-ch£urge« 

Enter Nancy with a book. — She, rms towards 
Snapf who turns on his heel from her. 

Nan. Gu&rdian! my dear Guardian! nay, 
don't turn upon your axis, just wheu'I am ioi* 
dined to move in yoor own orbit 
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Law. [GiAng on tke taker side of Snap.^ To 
the left, wheel, Guardee, my cousin has the terms 
of an armistice to propose* 

Sna. I propose that she shall marrjr^jny son^ 
and unless she consents without ceremony-^ 

Nan. Without ceremony, fie for shame, Guar* 
dian ! ! Marriage, without ceremony, doesn't 
exist, even among the most barbarous nations, 
who on such occasions are accustomed t o 

Lucy. Halt ! Guardee's going to speaks 

Sna. Ladies, you will both oblige me by 
oomplying with a fair proposition ? 

Nan. Let it be geographical, and whether 
problematical or paradoxical, I'll give it due 
attention* 

Luof. Or put jonr prelimhiaries into proper 
form and I'lT answer them article by article. 

Sna. I offer you, Miss Lucy, the hand of 
Sir Peter Punctual, a gentleman, whose pocket 
is lined with eighty thousand pounds. 

Lacy. Of eTOctive ammunition, upon paper. 
Granted. 

Sua. His temper i s 

Lucy. Article the first. To be considered. 

Sna. His characte r 

Lucy. Inadmissible. 

Sna. And his person 

Lacy. Befusea. 

Sna. And now. Miss Nancy what has your 
ladyship to object to my son — The son of your 
guardian — The son of your father's friend ? 

Nan. {Reading.) When any other body in- 
terposes between us and the sun — * 

Snap. A youth whose warmth for your wel- 
fare — 

Nan. His warmth becomes of no avail, 
while we*^ 
* Snap^ jUid his father's best hopes-^ 
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Nan. Are loit in a total eclipse. 

Snap. Go up to your apartments! — Come^ 
Miss Military, march if you please, I'll teach 
you to fire great guns at your guardian, and as 
to your geography master, I shall soon find him 
out- — some fellow not worth five-penbe, I dare 
say, in disguise, with no other business than to 
run all over the world. 

Nan. As masters in geography generally do. 

Snap. Sir Peter will be here to-night — ^his 
letter says, " To Solomon Snaps, Senior, Es- 
" <]piire. — Dear friend, I shall leave home at 
" eight in the morning — be in town with a li- 
** cense before three,— dine with my lawyer at 
" four,-^bring the parson at nine, — at ten, set 
" off with my bride into the country, where by 
" half-past four the next morning" — 

Imcy. The poor gentleman will be pretty 
well tired of his journey. 

Snap. I also expect my son to-night from 
college, so behave as you ought, or one of you 
shall pack up her tatters, and follow the drum, 
and the other may go see what o'clock it is in 
Prester John's Dominions. 

Lucy. Oh dear ! 

Simp. Aye, only think what danger a young 
girl is exposed to that's left alone in the world ! 

Nan. Not half so much as when she has 
somebody with her. Well, cousin, come along, 
and we'll try if we can't get an honest livelihood 
without being married at all — two young men 
now, would be at little loss, but for poor women 
there are few employments—what do you think 
of the stage ? 

Lucy. I should like it of all things — we'll ap- 
pear together at the same house in a new farce. ^ 

Snap. I wish you success with all my heart. ' 

Nan. No-— we'll come out at different theatres 
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and divide the town brtweeo w--^»d, wbile at 
oae bouse I — (Seizing Smgai's hund.) 

** See tby last breath with indignation go^ 
And tread thee sinking to the shades li^low/' 

iMCy. (seizing his ather hand) I at the oAer 
will 

** Madly play with my forefather's joints. 
And with some kinsmaQ^s bones, as with a club. 
Dash out my desperate brains !" 

Snap. Brains 1 why you hav'nt an ounce be- 
tween ye. 

Both. Granted. 

Snaps. Silence! Mrs. Silence! (he drives 
them offy thejf dance round, and teaze him as they 
go.) 

Enter Mrs. SiL£Noa« 

Take this key, lock up the ladies in their own 
suite of ropms, and let nobody to them unless I 
or or Sam Squib desire you. [She nods andexit^ 

Squib, (behind) " How happy's the soldier," 
&c. 

Snaps. Sam. ^ 

JEinter SaxTZB. 

Is'nt Dozey come back. 

Sq[uib. No, Sir. 

Snaps. Very odd — Sir Peter used to be punc- 
tuality personified ! 

Squib. Perhaps he has put in somewhere to 
wood and water as he calls it your honour. 

Snaps. Now I do hate a fellow that stays of 
an errand — Step to the Rodney's head, ask if 
Sir Peter has arrived, and bring the old block* 
head Doasey back with you« 
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Squib. If I eatch him in a canteen, I'll — but 
let's be particular about my own orders for fear 
of a court martial-^march to Rodney's head — 
reconnoitre for Sir Peter — ^aud bring the old 
blockhead with me, '^ and he conquered the 
<* world with his row de dow dow" (jffoing.) 

Snaps. But harkye Bam, don't you stay as 
long as he. [ExiL 

Squib. Quick march all the way there, and 
home iike a shot from a nine pounder. 
[Exit simging '< When first I heard the drum 
and fife," &c. 

SCENE II. At m Inn. 

Enter Young Snaps and Waiter, who puis 
Wine en Table. 
Wai. I'll shew you anodier room, with pleasure, 
Sir, but this here one inisfortunately happens to 
be engaged to a genikman* 
Y.Snap. (/oppishlv) Never mind — shan't stop-^' 
see that my fellow has my horse taken care of— 
and order my p<»tmanteau into a room wher^ I 
may put on a riding dress more proper to walk 
in. 

Wai. This way, if you please, Sir. 
y. Sna. And if any one enquires for Solomon 
Snaps, Junior, Esquire, they'll find me at my 
father's. 

Wai. I shall. Sir. 

Y. Sna. Do— every body knows my father-*- 
d — d rich, got a new house and all that serf; of 
thing, and I'm come to town to be married, 
and-— 

- Wai* And all that sort of thing, I rappose» 
Sir. 

Y. Sna. Very well — don't foi^et SolonKm 
Snaps, Esquire, d'ye mind. 

[Exit UUking mtk Wmter. 
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Enter Bantam. 

Ban. Why Waiter! Waiter! whereas the 
wine, and — oh ! here it is — all right. 

Enter Harry Punctual and Charles 
Wildfire. 

Har. (sittinff down an one side the table\ 
Charles Wildfire! 

Cha, (siltinff down on f other) Harry Punc- 
tual! 

Har. I pronounce our cases to be desperate. 

Cha. And whkt says your prime minister? 
the intelligent Mr. Bantam ? 

Ban. If one interested gpaardian and two old 
pensioners, are not to be conqoerod by ibur 
young lovers and your most obedient, Bnntam's 
no game, and we'll all die dunghill. 

j&ar. What intelligence have you glean'd ? 

Ban. That you, Captain Wildfire, are held 
in perfect abhorrence by the guardian — and. if 
yott, Sir, (to Harrtf)f venture again to introduce 
yourself as a teacher in geography, not even my 
skill will be able to get you out of the scrape. 

Har. So, because I have refused an old wife, 
my father, out of revenge, is determined to marry 
a young one. 

Cha. Is my late father's old servant, Sam, 
still there ? 

Ban. Yes, Sir. 

Cha. I haven't seen him these ten yews— I 
was but sixteen, when because a grenadier spoke 
ai of my father, and I happened to— but that's 
no matter — I was sent away — and Sam, whose 
wife nursed me, was sorry for it — ^yet such is his 
sense of duty, that if he has received orders to 
keep me out, he'd stifle the feelings of his heart 
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towards his old master's ofl&pring rather than 
betray the trust of his present benefaator. 

Ban. Can't blame him. Sir, my feelings to a 
tittle. What can you say to such a servant ? 

Har. That he's a damn'd honest brute; and 
it's very uncivil of any gentleman to keep me, 
and my friend, out of his house, by employing 
such a trustworthy rascftl: then there's that she* 
dragon, Mrs. Silence. 

San. Leave me to encounter her, Sir; she has 
an eye which tells me Bantam may blind its vi- 
gilance when he pleases, and as she has no tongue, 
or, at least, never makes use of it, I think, when 
you win your ladies, I shall e'en venture on the 
forlorn hope myself. 

Har. Well, if I was you Charles, I'd ^o boldly 
to your old foster. father, set old Snaps m a pro- 
per light, " to do a great right, do a little wrong, 
** and curb this cruel guardian. of his will." 

Ban. Or condescend to go and wait for me at 
the coffee-house opposite, the sign of the Devil, 
and I'll find means to bring yon in, or the lady 
out. 

Cha. What shall I do, Harry? 

Har. When I can't do better, I always trust 
to him. 

Ban. Thankye, Sir; my little versatility of ta- 
lent has ever been at your service. Educated in 
the school of adversity, my talents raised me from 
the bottom of the cellar, where I was born, to the 
top of the chimney, which I swept, and where 
no merrier lad ever cried we weep! till cast down 
again into an hospitable kitchen — I found my 
way up to the parlour, behind the coach, and into 
the service of my present master; where, if he 
doesn't know when he's well off, I do, and have 
made up my mind never to quit him. 
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Cha. I Aall want all yotir aid; atid if I ob- 
tain my liucy, a reformed rake shall make a g'ood 
busband; if pot, I can but once more go to — 
what tavern did you say ? 

Ban. The Devil, Sir, and the sooner you're 
there the better; only keep to the left, and 

Cha. I know my wa^ without your teaching. 
Sir. \ExiU 

Hat. And now to my affairs.— My father thinks 
me at college, while 1 have been in town long 
enough to spend all my money, and — 

JSnfer Waiter. 

Well, Sir, what do you want? 

Wax. Any gentleman here of the name of 
Punctual ? Sir Peter Punctual ? 

Ban. Why? 

Wax. An old pensioner wishes to deliver ft 
letter to him himself— from one Mr. Snaps. 

Ban. Shew him up. \TSiXit Waiter. 

Han Why? 

Ban. You shall pass for Sir Peter. 

Har. For my father, who is thirty years older? 

Ban, YouUl look quite as old when you're fast 
asleep with your face upon the table; and before 
you wake I can get the letter, which, being from 
Mr. Snaps^ may let us into the old gentleman's 
plans. (Harry lays his head on the tahle.) Come, 
Sir, turn your head this way; Til pretend to be 
— there, cover your face; and — dear me, if Sii? 
Peter sleeps without a nightcap (covers him with 
a handkerchief Sir Peter will take cold ; and if 
Sir Peter takes cold, Sir Peter will 

Enter Dozby, with a Letter. 
Hush! 
Doz. What must I hush for ? 
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Bm^* If voa wake Sir Peter he won't ghre yon 
a farthing' n>r bringing that letter. 

Doz* Bless yon, I'm paid already, and paid 
to give it into nobody's hands but his own. 

Ban. It would be foolish to do that now. 

Doz. Why? 

Ban. Because he never rei^ in his sleep. 

Doz. WIk) the devil does! 

JBofi. And when he wakes he always forgets 
every thing that happened before his nap. 

.Doz. That's very odd. 

Ban. And very lucky for me, because it helper 
ooe to make kirn believe many things that never 
happened; for instance, now sit you down here, 
lend me a helping hand for five minutes, and, 
when he awakes, you shall see me persuade him 
that he drank thi& fuU bottfe of wine^ 

Doz. Yon carilt persuade me to that. 

Ban. No, you ^allonly have your share; so^ 
to begin, here's 

Doz. Hush! 

Ban. Why? 

JW. You'll wake Sir Peter before we finish 
the bottle. 

jBom. And now, brother shouldefknot — (^jp- 
ping him on the back). 

Jboz. Brother what? (indignantig) This is 
the kmg^s livery! and mustn't be put on a foot- 
ing wi& him who oiily hdips his betturs to— ^ 
glass of wine. 

Ban. (Filling Dozey's glass) Certainly. T« 
your Tnaster^s health; I rise to drink it. Yet its 
no disgrace to stand behind the chair of an honest 
gentleman, the' he may be only a subject. 

Doz. I never stood behind ^ny ming but a 
goo; an^for many a glass I've hob^obb'd with 
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the enemy, in a «ort of grape, that has laid all 
our opponents like dead men under the table.^ 

Ban. No doubt — spar shot, star shot, and bar 
shot. 

Doz. Was you ever among it? 

Ban. No. 

Doz. What a pity! 

Ban. It is: but I shouldn't mind that; only, 
I never yet met a man to give me a proper de- 
scoption of a battle. 

JOoz. No! then the first thing we do is to — ^— 
(takes off his great coat and sits donm on it.) 

Ban. Clear the decks {giving Dozeg a full 



glass). 
Doz 



oz. Well, so we do (drinks) ; and when the 
decks are once cleared, we look for— 
. Ban. Ammunition { fills Bozejfs glass again). 
Doz. (Drinks) So we do; •id, whea we've 

fot it, captain makes a speech, <^ my lads,'* says 
e, " whatever you do—'* 

Ban. Don't wake Sir Peter. 

Doz. Who the devil cares for Sii' Peter! up 
hammooks! out tompions! down marlinspikes! 
and then, in solemn silence, we 

Ban. Serve out the grog (fills Dozeyi'sglass). 

Doz. So we do; so we do. Well, then we 
hoislt the English colours here; (ties his blue 
handkerchief to his slick), iinA then we'll suppose 
the enemy's colours there; (sticks the letter on the 
back rail of Bantam's chair) this flag flies (point- 
ing to his handkerchief). 

Ban. And that (pointing to the letter) 

Doz. Goes to the devil. 

Ban. So it does (throwing it to the table on 
which Harry reclines). 
JDo;s. Victory is drank with three times three; 
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and (singing) ^* Britons never, never, never, ne-^-. 
Ter will be slaves." 

Har. (Pretending to awake, sags, in a grum-' 
bling tone) What tbe devil's the matter? 

Ban. Nothing, JSir; only here's a -*--(nowpiily 
ipind) (aside to Ihz.) here's iln honest gentle* 
man has just now givep jqu a letter, ana waits 
for an answer. 

Doz. Me! I never did, nor never will, give it 
iato any foody's hands hut his own. 

ffi^r. A fetter! to me! I don't remember. 

Ban. iPi^o, Sir, it was jn3t before you drank this 
Jbottle of wme, 

HoTp Me! oh, yes, I remember. 

Ban. (Apart to Doz.) I told you so (makes 
signs to Harry, and goes off mtk Ddzeg^s great 
coat). 

Doz. (Staggering) How drunk he is! I see 
now ; you said so. Didn't you ask me to shew 
you A sea-fight? {To Harry n^ takes Bantam* s 
place.y 

^Har. Oh, vcs, y^es; and devilish weH you4id 
it. What's this (pointing to Dozey^s handker-- 
cbi^)? 

Doz. This is the ISnglisjb^flag; and this is 
Oh, Lord! come, no nonsense; where's the letter? 
and where the devil's Sir Peter? 

Har. Oh, you gave him the letter, and he's 
gone, and you U find him be)bw. . Ififless ine^ how 
a glass or two of .wine liiis altered you ! ' 

Doz. Has it? Well, you doq't look Kkethe 
same man. Where the devil's your^houlderknot? 

] Har. Oh, wKy ? This is the door— this way— 
and my ulaster — 

Doz. Your master is a d — d shabby fellow; 
for tho' yen saw me give the letter into his owu 
hands, he never had the good mamidrs to sayr. 

Q 
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Drink this {maps his finger sy However, IVe 
done my duty. 
. Hur. You have, 
Doz. And yet— I caji't help it— it always sets 
my eye-pumps afloat, when I think that lads like 
you and me, fqr want of a pilot, should — take 
care— steady, my boy— (Bantam enters^ mid 
takes charge of Dozey from Harry, without 
DozEY perceiving the change) — Port your helm. 
{Looks at Bantam.) Aye, damme, now you. 
begin to look a little more like yourself ;. don't 
he frightened, I'll steer you safe, depend on't. 

[Eaiit DozEY conducted hy Bantam. 
JETar. Now to read the letter; (r,eqds) " Dear 
Friend, This will be brought you by an old pen- 
sioner, who will instantly shew you to my house." 
Zounds ! if I cou'd but contrive to go instead 
of my father, and get there befpre him. 

Jfe-€nfer\ Bantam. 

JBan. Sir! Sir! 
. Hot. What's th^ matter? — where's the old 
sailor? 

Ban. He has turned in for a nap ; but that's 
not all J your father is arrived, and is coming 
into this very room. 

, jBTflfr. My father! he mustn't see me, 
V Ban. There's no avoiding it. Sir. 

Sir Peter (without). I know the staircase. 

Hqr. If he sees me, I shall be disinherited — 
whatshalildo? 

— Batt. .Take your old place; once more pretend 
to sleep : give me that letter, and trust to me to 
bi:ii?gyo|ioff'»-qmck! quick! 



' V-: 
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Enter Sir Peter and Waiter. 

Sir P. (^looking at his watch.) For the first time 
in my life, I'm a ftill hour and a half behind my 
appointment — that will do, I hate to give trouble : 
reach me a chair : you don't take me, I hope, 
for one of those blockheads who look for every 
comfort at aii inn, and expect waiters and land- 
lords to find out their wants by instinct. ^ 

Wai. No, Sir, we don't take you for one of 
those blockheads. ' 

Sir P. Then why the devil don't you pull off 
my great coat ? Stay, stop a minute, I hate to 
give trouble ; bid the ostler look to my wheels — 
bring in the seat of the chaise — make a good fire 
— order a Sandwich — ask for the "tiewspaper — 
get me a hackney-coach, and carry this letter 
to the post-office. 

Wai. Well, for a gentleman as gives no trou- 
ble, this is the most oddest I ever met with. [Eo'it. 

Sir P. My graceless rogue of a son wouldn't 
marry to please me, and now^I'll marry to shew 
him the ctifference. Eh ! who's there ? 

Ban. (coming fcmfvard.) It's me. Sir Peter. 

iSiV P. And what brings yote here ? and where's 
my son, Harry ? 

Ban. I thought yOu'd ask that. Sir, so I came 
to meet you. 

Sir P. And how did you know Jtvas coming? 

Ban. Allow me to take your great coat and 
hat. {Throws the coat over Harry ^ and puts the 
the hat on it.) So asking for you at this house, 
there came an old drunken Greenwich pensioner 
with this letter for you. Sir. Allow me to. take 
off the envelope j and he said he should call and 
shew you to one Mr. Snaps. So said I to the 
; man-— (H<re Dozet enters, while Sir Peter 

c 2 
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ts busy readivg the letter) — Old Pensioner, Sir 
Peter will be ready to go with you in a minute, 
so wait in that room. (Bantam speaks this 
equally to DozEY and Sir Peter.) 

J)oz, CWi ! [Ejtit. to an inner room. 

Sir P. Who was that said Oh I 
, Ban. Nobody, Sir Peter j (half mide) the fet* 
icr's qaite right, I hope. Sir? 

Sir P. Ohf yes; but where did you put my 
hat and c6at? Fm always paiiicular ii| strange 
'places; dear, dear, bow dusty the roads are 
(shaking Ms under great coat.) 

Ban. Well, then, I'll help you to brusfit. Sir, 
xfaside to JBarky, yet as if speaking to Sir 
Pbteb.) 

Sir P. Things are apt to walk off here in the 
most unacco^intable manner. 

Ban. (brushing Sir PeteBi,. and pulling him 
so that he cannot look bach.) They are. very apt 
t^ walk off, indeed, Sir Peter, (making signs to 

HxtCRY.) 

Sir P. Before one^ face sometimes. 

Ban. No, Sir, they generally wait till your 
backus turned, (putting him rounds Habry 
walks off under the coat and hat) ; there. Sir, 
that will do, (draws a screen between Tdm and 
the table where the coat wasj. Waiter ! where's 
the newspaper you was asked for ? 

Wdi. (entering) The newspaper ! I gate ittlie 
old gentleman this minute. 

Ban. The devil you did ! 

Wai. Yes, I toet him on the stairs ^ I k»ew 
him by bis comical coat and three^cock'cl tait. 

\ExU. 

iStr P. My what? 

Ban. Coat and bat ! then my fears are trtie* 
^ir P. What fears! 

San. ^''ou don't believe in ghbsts; bat it was 
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Either yonr son, or bm apparitton, run awa<y with 
your coat; you — you hearid me say OA/ didn't 
you, Sir?. 

Sir P. Yes, in a damned grumblings hollow 
$ort of vctice. 

Ban. I thought at that moment I saw your 
$on peep from under your coat, and iiold up his 
finger at me; but, ha! ha! ha! (in an affected 
hysterical laugh). It wm v«ry awful -f Vm glad 
it was no ghost :.the coat'^ gone by paortal hattds, 
and I shan^t die before my proper tioae. 

Sir P. You shan't ; but perhaps my son uuiy* 

Ban. Ah! Sir, I bav« eserj reason to ^nk 
he's— 

^r P. What? 

Bq>n. €rone already, Sir. 

Sir P. So is mf coatr-^bere, Waiter 1 fdtcfc a^-* 

Ban. (to Waiter as he enters). A coai^. 

Wai. It's at the door: the gentleman bid me—* 

Ban. Take the number. [£ri< Waiter. 

Sir P. Zounds, ^ir! Ididtft mean a coach; I 
meant a-— 

Ban. A constable, I know ypu did, Sir Peter^ 
but you wojjldn't take up your own son ; ,fyr, ji^far 
sides. Sir, I was going tp tell you^ he ha^ gpi i| 
—a pretty girl in U ; ope Miss Nancy, ^ijr^ ^he 
lives at the very Jiouse you are going to. 

Sir P. If ever 1 catch him going tl^y^-r- 

Ba^. flehqshpef^ thei*e, in tbe disguise pf a 
MocSt^r in Geography. 

Sir P. I won't believe ijt. . , 

Ban. But jou may l;>e cpnvinced, only bide 
your face an^l give this card wj^n yqu ^k for 
the lady, you'll mept your son, and r^qover yciaf 
great cosat. . _ 

S^r P. Is the coach ready ? 

0an. Yes, he's gone to bi?ng the ^mnbar 
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Sir. P. And how many visits do ytoa think my 
son has paid this l^tdy ? 

Wai. (enterinff.) Three hundred and eleven. 

iSiVP. Thedevil! 

Ban. No! that's the number of the coach. 
Sir. 

Sir P. But whereas the old pensioner, he shall 
go with me. 

Bimi. Not in the^coach. Sir! 
• JS^rP. No, let him get up behind. 

Ban. To be sure he's a little groggy; bat 1*11 
fetch him. [Exit. 

Sir P. I might have found the way to my 
old friend's without a coach; but what with 
building up and pulling down, the two ends of 
London are turned plump into the middle, and 
the first stage out of town is at least two miles 
before you get injto the country. 

Re-enter Bantam as Dozey. 

Ban. (As if tipsey.) Sarvant, your honburl 
Coxen coachee has mann'd the box, hove up his 
anchor, tiller in hand, ready to crowd sail when 
honour please command. 

Sir P. None of your foriecastle phrases. Tar, 
your affeeted sea terms are only fit fol* a fresh^ 
water sailor. 

*- jBow. Your honour's deceived in me, or there's 
no truth in man. [Exeunt. 

(^As they go off DozEY enters froni the room.) 

Doz. If Sir Peter be'nt ready, for convoy, I 
sails without hiui — gone !-^and left his grog ! 
I know but three reasons why a man shou'd do 
that — first, when he can't take it with him — 
secondly, when ita'ent made to his liking — and, 
thirdly, * when be has nobody to say ** here's to 
ye." {Drinks.) 
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Enter SauiB. 
^u. Dozey! Dozey! thb iisi just iwhatlfXr 
pected. ^ 

Xhz. And more than I did, by at kastja^ {Mat. 
Squ. For a sarvant that's sent of an errand to 
stop by the way is mutiny and desertion. (Sits 
down.) 

Doz. I don't know that I stopp'd — I was gfoing 
on, and had just fiU'd a bumper to — ^to — the Army. 

(Drinks.) 

Squ. No, had you — why then it shall never 

be said, that Corporal Squib heard that toast 

from a ^ sailor, and refused to drink — the Navy. 

, . (Drinksi} 

Doz. And then I was going to give Miss 

Nancy. 

Squp And Miss hucy^ if you please, and sup- 
pose we add the health of bur old govBmt>r, 
Mr. Snaps. ^ 

Doz. Our gbverriot^*— he's an honest naan, and 
his heart has no skylights. 

Snaps enters (wnoftserrerf-J - 
Squ. And if the jolly dd merchant was here 
between us, he-d look like the picture of Com-^ 
merce supported by the King's arms-*-here's to 
him — (While they drini — Snam takes the head 
of the table and sits donm.) ^ 
Squ. if; Dot. Huzza! huzzal huzza! 
&ia. Huzza! gentlemen — for the honour you 
have done me in my absence — ^I beg leave to. 
ask — what the devil are yow at here? — (To 
Dozey.) 

2>or.. Waiting for Sir Peter. 
Sna. CTo SaOTB.) And yoti — 
Squ. Come to fetch Dozey — ^but his honour 
wtof swine. 
l>o^.ril ring the bell. ^^ 
^na.-Get out of the house ye liquorish old 
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veterans, or the pfcture bf Commerce will knock 
yoilr lidtl aild unicorn h^ads agafaist eilch other, 
and rob the King's arms of two most drti^keiii 
nlfijport^is, [Drives them vffi 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT IL 

SCENE I. Infant tf SiJAP's Aa««?. 

jl ^aicfihox near the Door, and a practicahle 
Wtndohx above. — Enter Chari^ib^ and Ban- 
tam, the tatter imtli t)dzEY*iS Coal on his 
Arm. 

CAa, And how did yoti get rid of Sir Peter? 

Ban. 1 bid the coachman drive in a contrary 
directioa^ump'd do^vn from behind, the coach 
and ran here to advise you to make the best of 
your time ; jft t\^ sb^tia while^ havioK* done with 
CHd Dc^ey'a tap{>er Bf^^fijEiin) 11^ honestly de- 
posit it itk his wa.lchbOx, (Puts coat m watdibox.) 

Cha. And w here's your master ? , 

Bun^ Heire, Ihop6, — be leit the tavern muffled 
tip in Sir Peter's great coat— I'll knopk and try tp 
find out Whethef he has guined admittaace. 

Cha. Zohndif! here are two of the enemy — 
W^ nujst obtierve them. { They retire.) 
Enter Snaps an<j Saui^* 

Squ. Nay, but your honour ! 

Sna. Don't honour me: — whore's: Dorey ? 

Squ. Gone back to look for Jii^ coat. ^ 

Sm^ (Knocks^ at d^r.) A , pair of pretty 
youths ! (Mrs. Silence opens door.) Sir J^eter^ 
arrived ?— no :— egad then I'll go make enquiry 
at his lawyei's. lill I>ozey cpmes, ke«p ^ood 
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look out ; — my scm and the Baronet aiv tbe <m\y 
men you may admit. 

Squ. And if tbe master in geography makes 
his appearaaee— 

Sna. Let him in — lock him in tbe cetlat, and 
when f return we'lt toss him in tk blanket, 

Squ. But as I never saw your son, or Si? 
Peter— 

JSna. You'll know Sir Peter by civilly askiftjf 
lum to shew you tbe letter I sent biM by Do2ey 
— ^-^and as tor my son, only look for a smarts 
tight, handsome, — >in short, a perfect likeness of 
his father, and you can't be mistaken, {ExiL 
Squ. Likeness of his father ! Tb^il he s one 
of the awkward squad ; besides what's the use 
of my asking Sir Peter to shew me the letter 
when I can't read — If I could I might have.beea 
a quarter-ma^ter» 

Ban. (coming forward.) Ah! C<ir{>aral^ how 
goes it? 

Squib. How goes what ? 
JBan. Bless me ! it's a thousand years since yea 
and I met. 

Squib* It may be more for any thing that I 
^inow. 

Ban. Is it possible y^u don't recollect me ? 
Squib. I recollect havifig never ^en you be-» 
fore. 

Jdan. Not at sdiooL 

Squill. I. sever went to school; but now I 
look again, I remember i^ ^ueer-kiokin^ fi^lUw^ 
like you, who borrowed a guinea of me ;— I 
shj^l ffst rid of him now, (4isi4e.) 

Ban. Did I? weU, I doa't mind^ guinea^ step 
into the hMse> and T^l pay y^m* 

Squib. No, Pe9f>k always pay before tfae^y ffik 
in at this hQixst, 
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Ban. Well, there, to be sure the circumstance 
of the guinea is new to me. 

Squib. So it is to most people ; but I'll take it 
for old acquaintance sake ; any thing else — 
Ban. No, only, I've got a letter here. 
Squib. Which you may keep ; I don't want 
that. 

Ban. And you have got — two young ladies, 
who — 

Squib. Who are as safe up stairs as your gui- 
nea is in my pocket ; so tie your tactics a little 
closer together, for Corporal Squib's always on 
the alert. 

San, We shall see that presently f aside). * 

[Exit, making signals to Charues. 
Cha. (from the other side.') Corporal! st!— - 
St !^- 

Squib. Eh! another old acquaintance! who 
may ^ou be ? 

Cha. Don't you know Charles Wildfire ? 
Squib. The son of my old captain — where the 
devil did you come from ? 

Cha. From the devil. 
' SquU), ^ou always kept bad fcompany. 

Cha. Suppose I should have reformed, grown' 
rich, arid able to offer you a good round siim to 
le£'me irito this house? » 1 , 

Squib. Why then I should wish myself a 
drummer, and you at the halberds, that I might 
giveyoua few reasons, why it's as bad for a 
rich man to ofer a bribe, as for al poor fellow to 
take one. 

Cha. Suppose, cm tbe other hand, that Charles^ 
fe poor, broken-hearted, and without a frieftd. 

Squib. In that case I'd pour my little savings^ 
into his pocket, bind up the wonnds of his broken 
heart,, and serve him without pay, plunder, or 
prize-money: but I'm not certain you are the 
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captain's son:— now I look again, yoii never 
can be that wicked dog. 

Cha.\ Indeed I am. Don't you. remensber 
when I first went abroad with my fatherland 
you wou'd take me on a foraging party? 

Squib. Yon wou'd go — like a foolish youth of 
sixteen, as you was. 

Cha. And while the quarter-master was in 
treaty with the farmer for hay and oats, you 
wouM ts^ke a kiss of the cottaiger's pretty daugh- 
ter? . r 

Squib. No — that was jfou. 

Cha. Me — Oh, no— O fie — a smea girl she 
was — wasn't she Sam? . 

Squib. She was — she was — and you like a—* 

.Cha. No, I'm sure I — , : 

Squib. Oh, yes you did — ye s -*- y oUf-r^ah»' 
you're the captain's aon after all. 

Cha. I gare her a squaesse a4aTmilitaire, 
when you clubb'd your musket and swore you'd 
knock out. the brains of any man, who. by one 
base action could be guilty of. a double scandal^ 
in sullying the* reputations of a soldier and a 
woman. . 

Squib. And damme if I wouldn't have done it 
too! 

Cha. Yet when the yidettes of the enemy 
surprised us, ypu kill'd the corporal who aim'd a 
blow at me; 

Squib. And you shiver'd the Serjeant's sabre 
that would haire sliced, poor Sam — 'twas your 
first action and a brave one it was !---/ went 

Eiping hot vnth the stoKy.to yput father, and 
ad like to have got broke for taking . you out 
without orders. . . , . ' 

Cha. I'll have him now (aside.) And now be- 
cause I am pursued by a Bailiffs yo«i c^n have 
the .heart to refuse me a. moment's shelter. ^ 
Squib. A bailiff— well---how can I help it**^ 
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its my doty .to refuse you shelteiF. Yomr^ father 
always said, " Sam," says he, " let your oisderis^ 
be wbttt they will, always stick to the letter of 
thtm/' 

Cha. But if he had knoiwn his son woi^l b«f 
Itonted, as I an, by a fellow who boasts of 
makiog* a British officer fly before hiin, and catb 
exeestting a writ upo)i a SokUer^ going to eatch 
a.lcfb$ter. 

Squib. A what! only tell me what soil of a 
fellow he is! 

Cha. Oh ! your sheri0s* g^ntlemeii are as smart 
as any other officers gfoiDg*-- ^you'll know this 
one by his new boot^f fasl^Miable ooat, dashing 
hat> a»d large stick. 

Squib. To call a soldier a lobster! In with 
y^, my dear young mastcir-— but gire me yoor 
parole to come oat when 1 reqi^st* 

CAa. And that I'am sure you wmi't do till my 
object is aceomplished. (Eait into hmse.) 

Sq^. I should like to catch theee dvil 
officers, with thdir ne^ boots^ dashing^ hats, and 
large sticks, 

(Young Snaps enters, looking aboutf) 

Y. Sna. A pretty dance I've had amoog these 
new streets— *eh! — oh!-- »oh!*— this is the. hoase. 

(gomg 4o door.) 

Squib. (Intercepting him) No, it isn't. 

Y. Sna. Thi^ is 4>ne of aad!s new servants — 
ckm't know iiie'»*^i!^ your master 4ii hoifte ? 

Squib. No. 

Y. Sna. Is there' no wie else in the faetcsfs? 

Sfii^. Yes. 

y. Sna. Then open the door for yow iEMister'e^ 



^quib. l^\i jflst now. 
Y. Sna. What 4tj^ meM — Neve's a permi 
h^tel4ttustB%e — 
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%ut&. 1 know-^btit yob ttnay go aad oiU;cb 
lobstei*s somewhere else. 

F. Sna. Ckteh lobsters ! 

;S^ut5. Yofi wdn't make a British sdidi^rran 
Ijere, I promise you. 

F.5na. What? 

^qu^. March your bran ttBW l)o«Dts fcwibk to 
your master the 'Sheriff, a^ tell hmii tHMn gen*- 
tlemen bearing hisMajesty*s commission ^ve 
^conr'd to be oaptnr^ by eMMesabpoad; its ne- 
ther too bad to make warrant-oflScers of th^ bre- 
thren, to lock them up in a prison at home— « 
March! 

Y. Sna. Why then corse me if you e^efftt a 
very impudent scoundrel, tind by the hon(iur bf a 
gentleoian, I fmll |fo in. 

Squib. O you wiH (c0lhrs Mm) 

Y. Sna. (iftruffffks with ^9i) Yes, I W31, you 
iaucy rascal, I — ^I — 

[ Tries ta gtt ta the house door^-^Squib in 
the sVntggle holds him dj^atuH the wall^ 
and in making an^ffih^ to /heehHasdf, 
Young Snap falls into the wMehboT^^ 
exclaiimng] — 
I will go in. 

Squ^. (locks the door on htm,) will you, well 
then you shall go in, and now you are in, you 
shall stay there — (goes to ihe house and €alls) 
Charles! — Master Chariest Hbe eiM^y's-firafe — 
make the fobst use of y tint time, d'ye b^ar-^why 
don't he make bis ri^treiit. 

Enter Hae&y as Si& ££«:r. 

Har. (aside) Now to fight the did soldier, I 

fass'd ola Snaps oli my way. I shou'dhave been 
^re half an hour since, but was stof>ped by^— 
(^oes towards house, Squib stops him.) 
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'Sqtdb. Beg pardon— ^-yoor honour^s name and 
business? 

Har, (in a feigned voice) Punctual— Sir Peter 
—^master's friend — and so forth. Old sailor 
brought a letter — which I have left behind 
(aside) and — and so forth. 

Squih. I shouldn't like his honour to know I 
can't read, (aside) never inind the letter your 
honour — your mentioning it is quite enough — so 
pray walk in — master will soon return. — Mrs. 
Silence. 

JEJn*er Mits- SitENCE. 

Shew Sir F^;er up to the ladies. 
. Har. (gives money) And do you drink my 
health while I go to the ladies (exit into house j 
conducted by Mrs. S.) and so forth. 

Squibb (counting the money) Well, there's no 
money so good as what a man earns by doing his 
duty. (Y. Snap makes a noise in watchhox.) 
Harkye, comrade, if you say one word till I let 
you out, I've a blunderbuss charged with swan 
shot, tli^ size of duck's eggs, shall go smack 
thro' this box and everybody in it. 

(Y. Sna. groans.) 

Enter Dozby. 

Squib. Well con^rade ! 
JDoz* Can't find my coat. 

[Mrs. Silence appears at door and beckons 
Bantam^ rvlu) approaches home door on 
tiptoe.^ 
Squib. You're so careless. 
I)oz. So are you — you'd stand there and talk 
of my carelessness, while your back's hardly 
turn^ but a strange man walks into the' housie 
before your face. 

[Mrs. Silence goes in, pulls back Bantam 
by the skirt of his coat?)^ 
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Squib. Hall! friend. 

Ban. I only — eh — oh — ah!— how dye do?— 

[to Dozey. 

Jl>oz. How d'ye do — Oh now I look again, 
this is an old acquaintance. 

^qmh. Yes, I know he is — he gave me a 
guinea. 

Doz. And me a bottle of wine-— well — ^where's 
Sir Peter? 

Bern. Sir Peter — Oh, he's come— -he's just 
gone in. 

Squib. And what of that? 

Boz. Why then this is his servant, and — 

Squib. His servant ! (^eaks to Dozey apart.) 

Ban. To be sure, its my duty to follow my 
master — and here the true Sir Peter comes by 
all that's mischievous, I must in and apprize 
them (aside.) 

[Going towards house Dozey pulls him 
back.l 

Doz. But I say, what became of my coat ? 

Ban. That's a terrible house for stealing 
^coats— and look here comes an old fellow who 
has been more than once suspected, and I saw 
him come out of the house not half an hour ago 
— ^if he sees me — he'll run — question him cau- 
tiously, and I'll pop out on him at the proper 
time* 

[Exit into house, met and conducted by 
Mrs. Silence.'] 

Squib. I must see after Master Charles. 

' : is^i^g*) 

Doz. Help me to seize this sturdy vagrant. 

Enter Sm Peter. 

Sir P. I don't know what became of Bantam, 
but its well I discover'd the trick and stop'd the 
coach — I'll give that rascally old pensioner 
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reason to remember me as kmg.a&he liv^hrfHtind 

«s for' my gtseat-eoatv— 

JOoz* {coming forward) The rascally old 

Pensioner iwiU make you tell where it is {they 

seize him.) You Algerine pirate. 

Sir P. GeatlemeB-«-tbis is rtt^er too h^hr- 
Squib. To rob an old sailor— it is too had.T-r- 
jSrrP. SrobJ whyisiiH thisMr. Snaps!^? 
l>oj2:. Well, and what then — who are you? 
Sir P. Tl>afeJs roy ^^ard-r-I'm a Master in 

Cteography* 

Squib. Oh Fve got the key of the celbr,and 

when yottve amused yourself there till master 

comes> home, we'll tc^ you in .a bkaiket. 
(Doz. And then clap yon in the bilhoes till the 

<^at is found. * ^ 

Sir P. Stand off, fellows ! I am your iMster » 

friend, Sir Peter Punctual. 

I^ib. O for shame ! That'sv woise thj^n all— 

I let-in Sir Peter myself. 

Sir P. Nay ! here's the letter-.- 
Doz. IShow it him^t canH r^ad^-r.- 
»^/Nor r (J«tcfe) No, the thing/sflaUi:-- 

4a the cellar you go — 

Sir P. Yes, y^s, we shall see. 
Doz. In with him. 

("Tim/ put him4f4o House and r^f^O 
Squib. U2i\ ha! ha! we've tickled the oldoae. 
Boz. >MaucBuvred manf^Uy. 
Squib. Beat the enenw^a* bb own. weapons. 
i}oz. And steer'd omr friendssafe into harbour. 
Squib. Now isn't our master very much 

oWiged to us? 

/>o:?. Very.— It WHS my dpinf. 

Squib. No, no, it was my tactics. 

JOoz. If 1 yid'nt*l)een upon ttc look out.^ 

Squib: You, you <^ fool. , ^ , , 

Ihz. B^re ea«ie a^ frigate unfter tobe^<;oloar». 

Squib. There was an ambush, and a masked 

battery. 
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^k. But we g(A. tke enemy witbin two fires. 

Sqii^. And between us both 

(Kfting up thdr sticks.) 

Snaps. You'd very near broke my. head*— who 
was that crying murder ? 

Doz. The Master iit Geography. 

Squib. The blanket is ready— Sir Peter's ar- 
rived — we've kept out intruders, and- let in our 
friends. 

Doz. In short we've done it nicely. 

Y. Sua. (from watckboifi:.) Oh! let me com^ 
out. 

Sir Pbtbr rushes from the Aow^e— Ban*am 
appears above at the balcmjff observes what 
* passes, and goes in again. 

Sir P. If there's law, justice, or iatitifttclioii 
to be had— -r 11 hate it. 

Snaps. Sir Peter— my friend ! 

Sqw. and Doz. Sir Peter !— the Devil ! 

Sir P. I've been treated as an impostor, called 
. ft robber, cheated of my great coat, and — 

Y. Sna. (breaking open the fvatchbox) Where's 
that old villain ? 

{All stand amazed-^Dote^s coatfaUs out if 
the box?) 

Snaps. It's my son! 

YSnu. It's my father! 
; Squib. It's no bailiff ! 

Ihz. It's my great coat! Ok yon villain. 

^^ (To Y. Snaps. 

Snaps. Harkyc, yon fmtterof of tigilance and 
i^ftre— ^whose pretty work is mil this? 

Squib. It was At* doing (pointing to Dozsy.) 

Doz. No! It vmLyour UtcHcs (to Bqvib.) 
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Snaps. It's gettiug dark and begins to i!«|ci — 
come in my poor dear friend — come in my ii^oy 
^— and — out of my sight ye veteran plagues of 

JJgypt* 

Snaps, Sir Peter and Youno Snaps go in. 

Doz. I say Corporal^ " If you hadn't been 
on the look out J\ 

Squib, ril teach Master Charles to impose oh 
an old soldier, and, harkye J)ozey, there's a 
sham Sir Peter sibove — w^ iijust di^lot^ge bim^ to 
jnake our master amends. \. . . ^ 

Doz. And there's his servant — your old ac- 
quaintance. 

. Squib. Min^,!, v . 

-^^^Voz. Yes he^ave youa gpio^a~-0 . you've a 
pretty sentry. 

Squib. And you a bottle of wine — you know. 
, JpQz. Don't ^qall nainj^s old Cbels^jt, f<|r jf the 
army and navy disagree it's aU ov^ri .. , . 

Squib. And vsrhile. \|i{e Mick together. our em- 
ployers iviU have no pftus^ tocon^plain of us. 
: ; . [IJa^ettnt, ivfo ffou^e. 

SCENE II. A dressina room,7vith a door on each 

sid€f and a practicdbte window (with.curtainsj 

leading to a Balcony. Nancy and Harry cZiV- 

, covered on one side, Charles a^td LucV on 

, ^' tlie otJiert and'BxsTAM.in the middle. 

Ban. It's all true indeed. Sir Peter is re- 
leased — ^Young Snaps acknowledged, you'll be 
discover'd, and I shall.be kick'4 down stairs. 

Cha. Then let's stand our ground, p#€»$nt a 
formidable and steady front to the en^my, &n4 
march boldly out with all the honours of war. 
I Hot. Of love you meatt^-^with all Aiy iieart. 

Lv<^^ {n^kak been, listening at door) MVu 
quiet belong ! . . . , - ; 

iyim.: A calm before ^astosm. 1 ' ^ 

Lucy. Which is the Uast of you two gentle- 
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men? we can lock one in the closet in next 
room. 

Nun. And the other? — 

Ban. Can stand in this balcony till the heat of 
pursuit is over. The curtains will conceal him 
on this side — it's very dark on the other — 

Har. And rains like a deluge. 

Ban. ril get put of ihe house my own way, 
and when you^hear me cry " Past ten o^clock, and 
d rainy nighty trast yourselves to a ladder which 
I shall place', and when you're free, don't forget 
poor Bantam. [Exit at the winddw. 

Nan. (Looking at Lacy *) That w6n't do. 

Luey. No! 

Har. Why not, my dearT^ancy ? 

Cha. Why not, my dear Lucy ? 

Nan. Because ladies *don*t kke going down 
ladders* • 

Har. Psha ! only one story, ' ' J;! 

Lucy. You nms£ tell another ^ before I consent. 

O. Snaps. (Without.) Mrs. Silence! 

Nan. Theref^s my guardian, caUing Silence. 

Lacy. I don't wonder at it, wfaea you n^ke 
such a noise~-what shall we do ? 

Cha^^ Hide now, and escape af)!erwards — ^141 
to the balcony. 

Har. And I to the closet (Noise atdoor)-^ 
Exit Harry 9 at Closet Door— Charles at haU 
cony — The Room door opens softly — Old Snaps- 
peeps in, while Lucy sits dsmm^^^etends to be 
working and sings^^Nancy after shutttny Harry. 
m, sits down at^ a distance d^eonsokdely. 

Sna. So all's quiet— where have they< Ud^ 
their gallants? * m. ; .' 

Lucy. (S^sigsy *^ Down in die ttoontiry Jived 
a maiden." . • 

Sna. ) Lucy, my dear obedient liacy, > bbw 

dost do? - "•> ^ -'. '\ '-..^ " : . *- , . *i 

: / ., 'B2- : / . ..^ >: t . -: 
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itiry* (Mf^s) <* Kiad and fair at fifteen * 
years." 

iStea. And what's become of your cousin ? 

Luctf. {sings.) 

** Ske Mt off with a g9Uant Captain, 
** While Mamma wa9 safe at prayers/' 

San» {sitting ifwn hg her.) Ind^ed-<^4iow 
let's change the tune a little. 

iMtg. (Screams.) Ah f hid, Sir» is it you } 
how you do love to nrighten people ! 

Sna. No, I come to talk sense and reason-*** 
Bless me, how it rains! Oh! Nancy, child, are 
ffou there ! I say, ladies, if your two lovers were 
not safely hou&'d^ I i^uld be afraid they'd get 
wet. 

iMCtf. I'm afraid one^of them will as it iSf Sir. 

Sna. Ah! vou mean one of the gentlemen 
who is hid in this room. 

Nan^ (Coming fsfward*) Ckntlemen ! Lord, 
Sir! I'm sure there's no gentleman in this room! 

Sna. Then, perhaps, there may be one in 
ilie neiit roQon. Poaey and Sam have confessed 
their carelessness; we know who's in the hoose^ 
and Doaey'S blunderbuss is double loaded ; but 
don't be alarmed, we shall merely shoot one^ 
and throw the ott^r out of the winmw. 

Nan» O dear, dew gnardiaii^ you wouldn't 
besocruell 

SAa. Thtfi pffoflsise to Qtarry ^ gentlemen, 
below; a^d though your disobedience hi^set the 
house inaJbiiMNml'llsttfier your ^rib to go out 
qwetly. 

Nan, Well, I'm sure if 1 had afoverhere^ 
soonifr than havd him AcA, rd>go and try ' to 
persuade him to do any thing. [JBsriti 

' Sia^ Qkoi he'» thai way^ Vf he (ostdp). 
Here, Sam ! (Enter Squib with a broad^smsrd.) 
Wait at the door^ and eooduct the sham Sir Fe- 
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ter down (Idud); and barkye» Mrs. Silent! 
(she wter9») Go you, and keep company with 
MistiNancVf and just see bow far her impudenca 
will carry W on this occasion. [Exit Mr^^ S. 

lAiCSf. (spmkinff hud) Tm 9iire if I was a 
man, nobpdy should throw me oc^ of a window 
whiW I could jump (jngnificatitly gomg towarck 
tkfwiv4o9^sy 

JSka. (brin^iujf her back) Fpfinott going to 
J»^yo» JMWp— Hso, once for all, if^any interlopers 
are herej^ let them come out quietly^ or*^ber^ 
comes one — from the lady's closet too *^0 fie J - 

Zm^. Well, Silen^ was with them- 

Smt. I suppose so— this waiy if you please, 
$ir; follow him, Sam^ see j^im sate out, ai^d 
don't let him speak with a soul; (Na$u^ jnms^ 
across in Sir Pete's coat.) 

iSquib. March ! and ^er to stop |One step, 
a^ this sb^ll ^e yow htt^ Sham Peters (J^mqn 
gMs mtf Squib^falhmsi. . ^ : , / 

. i$na^ And now for th^ pthe^r, | gy^ wh^rc^ 
ha isr hy yopr Mdy«hip> an?tiety lj^itf,^tK 
balcony.) ; . .. /, 

iMcy. Why, you woulda't go to shoot a genv 
tleman, because he only (ffun heard — iMcy 
screams — Snaps comes back.) 

Sna, That dog Dozey had like to have done 
my business— don't, be afraid, your loveir^s^ no* 
there. 

Bcntami ( Without) ^ Fast ten o^clodc, and « 
nainy night." . j S 

Luc^. The signal} ^ ^ \. ! 

Biter BoBEV mA lOrtai Coat^ jMiUkt0n»^.mi 
'■■ Bkmtdabuis. ■'. -. ■ 

Dozey. I've bVougbt him down. 
Snef. Yott brot^:ht Ilim dowi^ yoa be Jnsg^ 
you dog. 
^»^ {Wiihm) The ladder** ready. 
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^Doz. O Lard 1 .tlie ladder's- r^ady ! ^ - 

Sna. • And IHl Kee 'who's at the -fool 6f it. 

Dozey,' guard that Moor — and no morfe of yow 

thick-headed blundfet*s. ^ [Etvit tit 'Buleony: 

I^z.' So, Fni a stik|>id dog*,'a^thicfchea(k 
bluhd^rer, aiid^bught to be hang'd for obeying 
orders. ^ He thihks I've ^t a tnan to pfease' 
him, but I don't ^o gentleman shooting to please'^ 
him, ibdnow I*ih to stiand ceiitry bter a wo^n 
-— tbete I' refiftgti li^y command.-— Doizf^y's his 
own man again,! and Master Snaps may tiirrt 
watchman himself. ( Throws donm Caaty Cap, 
BlunderbusSf arid Lanthom.) [Exit. 

*Lucy. And if he won't, I know who will. 

iPuts on the Coat andCapj takes the Lanthorndnd 
ihnderiuss, dnd is gping off, when Snaps re^ 
enters with a ladder in his hand. 

Snq,'^ I've secured this, however— eh, Dozey, 
where*s the girl^ CLucy points to the opposite 
door.) Oh ! she's tnere, is she^^well then, do 
you march down again — don't stand ther6 like 
a fool — why, you'll fall asleep before you get to 
your post. * 

XiUCY shoulders the Blunderbuss^ and marches 

out. 

S^. Jf ow, then, to lecture the ladies— -hey — 
no, I'll go fetqh Sir Peter and my son to join in 
the laugh against them, while this ladder shall 
be a trophy of jKiy foresight, and the young mens*' 
disappointment. [Exit.^ 

Har. (peeping on) Not till I have borrowed 

its friendly aid, .my old boy, and then, if you 

think posse8Sibn< of thl&^field apxioof of victory^ 

I leave you to all the honokUts of your triumph. 

\JExit with Ladder at Bal^y. 

Bercnter Snaps with . Sib Fj^eb^ . YpuNO 
Snaps, and Sams. * ; 

Sna. Walk up, walk up— 4he day^s our own 
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*--the e^iemfs defeatecU-and tlie first proof of 
Hiy Gffierakhip 1 m^n to proda^Oi shall be tliU 
ladder — eh ! but where the devil is it? 

Ban. (p^^pi^ % o^t nfindinv) Here it is^ 
Sir— my master having rio further occasion for 
it, begs to return it vt^ith his' best acknowledg- 
ments. 

Shu. And who the devil's your master ? 
; Sir P. My son. 

Snaps. Could it be your son who left m dis- 
guised lik^ you^ Sir Peter. 

Sir P. To be sure it was. 

TiAStAsi (cominff /o7:ward) 

Pardon me, I take upon me to say, that no 
gentleman left this house in Sir Peter's coat. 

Squib. That's false — I saw l^im out safe- 
round the corner, and as 1 came back— ^I met 
old Dozey, in his watchcoat and red nightcap--- 
he presented his blunderbuss at me, and was 
off like ,,, 

Doz. (entering) No, he )vasn't, for I left my 
coat, nightcap, and blunderbuss, on that chair. 

Snaps. Nay then ask thp girls (hiocks.) 
Come in, speak out boldly^ ^nd you shall be for- 
given. 

E^ter Mrs. Silence. 

Well, Where's the ladies ?' ;speak, I bid you 
speak. J 

Mrs. S. G|pe. 

Snaps. Gone ! the devil— what did I sen^ 
youin there for. 

Mrs. S. To see how far their impudence 
would carry *em — nine one pound' notes, two 
dollars, and a seven shilling piece. [Exit. 

S7uq)s. 1 thought Sam, you were to let no one 
in but your master's son. 

Squib. I did let in my master's 9on, and if 
I'm brought to a court martial, 1 hope gratitude 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



to i^ meioorjrof ah d&f eommdmier, w^ ^ixte 
my kaving, With06t knowkig^ it^ dis^bwed a 9l^ 
one. ' *■ ' ■ -• ■ '*^' ''• •'■•'■■-•■ 

/SW^» (to IteS^g'i)^^ Alid \diere*i» Ae gentle- 
wajrt 3riQ?iiotenifed? ' : >' 

-7/.Si(^r ift's * rule in dbe^Kiavy neVer tb feSt wifli 
a gun that^s not loaded. -*-* 

/Kr P. My good fHendi Ae re^' Sir -iP^r 
hates trouble, so let the sham one have Im 

iSffuiJ. WelK iC J-am 40 be t*tted out of 
doors — •'^■-"•' ■• '-'- ** ^'^ 

€%a. (entering with Lucy.) .Your friend 
Charl^ will take care of you, and, as a proof he 
means to reform, he brings hack th6 runaway 
watchman: * - 

Har. (interinff with Nandy.) ^6 intercede for 
her chd^mmg cousifa. « 

y Sn^p^ Well, well, shice th^it^s the c^^if - 
it tiraSnH for my son—- _ ; 

T^ Sua. Don't mind me, I m^aulo pti^ish 
i&e female world by living sibffle. 

Squib. €rive us yoijlr fist, old Greenwich. 

Doz. We'll hdve a cgtn of grog fit to launch a 
jfrigate in. - ^' *- * 

Nan. Guardee! « 

iMcy. Gviardee ! 

Sna^. Go and plague your nusbands. ,. - - 
*^ ^Ad. That they never will. Sir. ' 

Har. Or if they should, we bdiye only to re- 
collect their present kindness^' iitiU bid, them re« 
xnembter ^ . , 

Ban. Fast Ten o'CiiOck, and a ti^itKt 

. . ■■' - •■MFINiS;-,'.- '''.■■ 
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